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The Littlest One 


’M sittinéon the doorstep, 
And I’m eating bread aniljam, 
And I Stern tA-c ying really, 
Though 44S%ou think I am. 


I’m feelin’ rather lonely, 
And I don’t know what to do, 
’Cos there’s no one here to play with, 
And I’ve broke my hoop in two. 


I can hear the child’en playing, 
. But they Rffhey don’t want me. 
/2Cos my legs are rather little, 
An#I run so slow, you see. 


So I’m sittin’yon the doorstep, 
And I’m eating bread an’ jam, 

And I aren‘t-a-cryin}jreally, 
Though it feels as if I am, 


The Nugly Little Man 


I *TEND that in the garden 
Lives a nugly little man, 
An’ he always wants to catch me 
If he can—if he can ; | 
But I ’tend that I am quicker than the nugly 
little man. 


I tend he’s often waiting 
In the corner by the gate, 
And he creeps along the shadows, 
But he’s always jus’ too late ; 
An’ I ’tend he never gets me as I’m runnin’ 
through the gate. 


I ’tend he sits an’ watches 
In the hedge as I go by, 
And he pulls such nugly faces, 
Cos he thinks he’ll make me cry ; 
But I ’tend I always laugh at him, an’ whistle 
goin’ by. 


And sometimes when I’m thinkin’ 
Of the nugly little man, 
An’ it’s gettin’ nearly bedtime, 
Then I wish I’d not began 
A-’tendin’ he was such a nugly nugly little man. 
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Tit-for-Tat 


‘fae cold antlgrey antstill outside, 
And everything is wet with rain. 
I’m standing on the cushion seat, 
And breavingon the window pane, 
And drawinSpictures with myfand. 
The window’s high against the sky— 
I can’t see out unless I stand. 


I’ve drawn a house an chimley pot ; 

I’ve drawn a man an4childn too, 

A napple anda toasting fork, 

And someone who is jus? like you, 
And Granfma sitting in the rain. 
The pane’s so small I’ve filled it all, 
And speks I’ll have to breave again. 


But Jane has spoilt it now ; she says 

I want a whippin}—anJgI don’t. 

She’s rubbed the window clean, and says 

She'll fetch a policeman—but she won't. 
And now she’s gone downstairs again... 
I’m breaving on the window pane. 
Y'll draw a nugly one of Jane. 
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A Pair of Spectacles 


VW I’ve been naughty 
I cannot bear to see 
The eyes of people looking hurt 
Or angrily at me. 


If someone’s got to scold me 
I’d rather Uncle Jo, 

Because he has on spectacles 
That catch the light, an’ so 


I cannot see him lookin’ ; 

But, instead, the glass reflec’s, 
And two myselfs, all little like, 

I see in Uncle’s specs. 


Little Blue Sunbonnet 


ITTLE Blue Sunbonnet looks through the 
gate 
To see if it’s cherries I’ve got on the plate— 
To see what I’m doing—to see’f there’s a lot— 
And if I’m alone in the garden or not. 
She’s ever so cur’ous and always looks through 
Whenever she passes to see what I do. 


And sometimes I ’tend there is someone with 
me, 

And I talk, an’ she tries to see who it can be, 

And wiggles about till her face is all pink— 

But who there is with me she never can think. 

She’s always got toffee or sweeties that crack, 

And so I can hear her whenever she’s back. 


I don’t mind her looking while I’m having tea, 

Or Mother or someone is playin’ with me ; 

But if I’ve been naughty, or cryin’, I hate 

For Little Blue Bonnet to look through the 
gate. 
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The Hole in the 
Curtain 


OMEONE’S torn the curtain, 
AndI think it must be me. 
I climbed up to the window, 
And the curtain caught my knee. 
And then it wrapped my foot up, 
Ant&I heard a hole, you see. 


Auntie’s sure to notice, 
’Cos it’s bigly as could be. 
She’s coming, I can hear her, 
Up the stairs to have her tea. 
I wish I was the bigly hole 
bigly hole was me. 


The Creaking Stair 


THINK a little Brownie Elf 
Lives in the next the toppest stair, 
And sits inside an’ squeaks hisself 
To friken me away from there. 


So when I go up in the day, 
And holding on to Mother’s dress, 
I kick the creaky stair and say, 
“You frikened now, Old Man, I guess!” 


But when I go upstairs alone 
I hum and hold my ears about, 
And always wish my legs was grown, 
So’s several stairs could be left out. 


And when it’s night it isn’t fair 

To talk about the Brownie Elf 
Who’s in the next to toppest stair ; 

It makes me sort of creak myself. 
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A Good Idea 


? OS Pussy’s turned her back to me 
They say it’s goin’ to rain, 
An’ though I turn her round about 
She turns her back again. 


I want it to be fine to-day, 
An’ so I think I’ll creep 

And sit the other side of her 
While she is fast asleep. 
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Aunt Priscilla 


HEN Aunt Priscilla comes to tea 
They always send andcall for me 
To “‘ come this minute.” 
I run away and hide, but though 
I’ve hid in every place I know, 
They find me in it. 


They pull me out andscold me then, 

And take me to the parlour when 
I’m brushed andproper. 

And Aunt Priscilla’s there in black, 

And pats my head an4 jerks it back ; 
I wish they’d stop her. 


She sez, ‘‘ And how is It to-day ? ” 

And, ‘‘ Will it kiss its Auntie, eh ? 
Why, it’s been crying !”’ 

And though I sez I never cries, 

She dabs her hanky in me eyes, 
And sez I’m trying. 


She thinks I’m such a “ fretful child.” 
An#Mother’s always much too mild 
With me, she guesses. 


And then she sez that she was good 
When she was young, and never stood 
On people’s dresses. 


She frowns anj{pushes me away 
And rubs her skirt, and sez a day 
With me would kill her ; 
Her frownin() makes me cold ang@hot— 
And, oh, I wish I hadn’t got 
An Aunt Priscilla. 


She’s come this afternoon to tea ; 
I’ve found a box the size of me; 
I’m hidingin it. 
They’re calling near... andnearer still. 
They'll find me out—I know they will 
In half a minute. 


Out in the Rain 


WO steps down, 
An#jinto the garden. 
Through the gate, 
An/ into the lane. 
Nobody’s seen me ! 
Nobody’s seen me ! 
All by myself I am out in the rain. 


Brown little puddles— 

The mud makes me slip— 
Rain from the willow trees, 

Drip, 

drip, 
drip. 

A little worm wiggles across over there ; 
And I laugh, an I’m runnin'y with rain in my 

hair. 


I stop at the corner an’ pick up a stick, 
But all in a sudden I hear the gate click. 
And oh! it is Jane! 
She’s out in the lane ! 
An’ runnin’ towards me as quickly as quick ! 
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I wish I could be jus? a brown little worm 
That wiggles an? wiggles along in the lane, 
And hasn’t got no one to fetch him his hat, 
And scold him for being outside in the 
rain. 


Through the gate, 
Ant back in the garden. 
Two steps up, 
An/linto the hall. 
Nothin’ an’/nobody’s nice at all. 
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Logic 
HEY’VE put me in the corner 
Jus! because I threw a ball 


An’ broke the parlour window ; 
And it isn’t fair at all 


‘To put me in the corner, 

Making both my legs to stand, 
Because I accident’ly 

Broke a window with my hand. 
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Caterpillar Grass 


j Ba ae along the garden, by the tree that’s 
split in two, 
Grow the Caterpillar Grasses; and I don't 
know what to do, 


’Cos I’ve pulled the fuzzy head off one an’ 
put it up my sleeve, 

And I wish it wouldn’t tickle, an’ I’m trying 
not to breave, 


’Cos I want to feel it walkin’—though I didn’t 
think it could— : 

All the way up to my shoulder, like they told 
me that it would. 


But it’s such a little fuzzy one that’s creeping 
up my sleeve, 4 

That I’m frikened it’s a really one an’ not a 
make-believe. 
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Jane 


ANE, always spoils the tales I tell, 
She never seems to understand 
Like Mother does when I tell her 
What people do in Fairyland. 


She keeps on asking how and why, 

An’ laughs in places where I don’t. 
She never tells me tales herself, 

I often ask her—but she won't. 


An’ when she plays at ’tending games 
She keeps forgetting what to do, 

And leaves out half the ’tending parts, 
And says her words all wrongly too. 


She never seems to understand, 

But makes the ’tending always feel 
It’s on’y ’tending all the time— 

And not a bit as if it’s real. 
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The Lady Who Doesn’t 


Come In 


HE door from the passage will swing 
open wide, 
And nobody’s touching it—no one outside ; 
At least, it is no one that people can see, 
But Mother an’ me. 


It’s on’y the Lady Who Doesn’t Come In— 
We ’tend that she’s old, and she’s little, and 
thin— 
And nobody asks her to come in to tea, 
But Mother an’ me. 


She never comes in. But p’raps—some day— 
she might, 
And so, just in case, if the door clicks at night, 
I don’t ask her in, when it happens to be 
There’s no one but me. 


— 
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White Moth 


LUTTERIN’ white, 
Out of the night, 
Flitterin’, flutterin’ into the light. 
Little white moth, 
Over the cloth, 
Round the red lamp that is warm 
an’ bright. 


Don’t go too near ! 
Why can’t you hear ! 
Oh! you are silly, it serves you right. 
Quick, Mother, quick ! 
Turn down the wick ! 
Oh! there he wasn't inside it quite. 


Little white moth, 
Over the cloth, 
Flitterin’, flutterin’ up out of sight. 
Where can he be ? 
There he is, see ! 
Top of the curtain an’ all in a fright. 


Mother and I, 
Both of us try 
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Moving the curtain out ever so slight. 
Shake him out there, 
In the cool air, 

Afterwards shutting the window up tight. 


Flutterin’ white, 
Out in the night, 
Tappin’ the window, an’ all for the light. 
Stay where you are, 
Better by far, 
Flitterin’, flutterin’ out in the night. 
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The Reason 


VV RES I was naughty an’ sent up to bed, 
And wouldn’t go up—I was growing, 
I said, 
Too big to be sent—Mother jus’ shook her 
head ; 
It’s cur’ous, she didn’t believe that I was, 
And didn’t do like what I thought she 
would, ’cos 
She sent me upstairs to bed. 


When I was naughty an’ sent up to bed, 
And somehow I cried on the stairway an’ said 
I was on’y jus’ litile, then Mother, instead, 
Came suddenly to me with arms open 
wide ; 
Her eyes were all shiny; “ Jus’ little,” 
she cried, 
An’ carried me down from bed. 


Perplexed 


VE been an’ hung my stockin’ up, 
And Gran’ma’s too, 
And writ an’ tole ole Santa Claus 
Jus’ what to do. 


I asked my Gran’ma what she'd have ; 
She shook her head, 

Put on her specs, and, “‘ Fiddlesticks ! ” 
Was all she said. 


I wonder what she wants them for ; 
She didn’t say. 

She hasn’t got a fiddle, an’ 
She couldn’t play. 


The Magic Door 


l’S down in the wood where the blackberries 
grow, 

In a high wooden wall, 

An’ it’s ever so small, . 
I could on’y jus’ do it, 
When squeezing in through it, 

And that’s when I found it--a long time 
ago. 


It looks like a hole where the wood’s broken 
through, 
But it’s really a door, 
And you crawl in before 
There’s anyone sees you ; 
And, though it does squeeze you, 
You must get in quickly whatever you do. 


It’s part of the magic you mustn't be seen, 
And when you're inside 
You sit and you hide 
In the tall rustly grasses 
While somebody passes 
Outside in the wood where just now you have 
been. 
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An’ then you get up and you go round a tree 
To the magic green pond, 
And a little beyond 
Where there’s whispers and creeping, 
And just as you’re peeping 
It’s suddenly quiet—an’ there’s nothing to see. 


Then something goes creak by the Grey 
Wishing Stone, 


And you think you'll go back as you feel so 
alone... 


But that’s when I found it—a long time ago— 


An’ now I’ve grown more 
I can’t get through the door. 


28 


+- 
The Squeaky Shoes 


HERE’S Aunt Matilda’s child’en, 
And they’re playin’ hide-an’-seek, 
But they sez I mustn’t join them 
’Cos I’ve got on shoes that squeak. 


An’ when you're playin’ hidin’ 
You must never make a sound, 
Or they’ll creep along an’ hear you, 
And you're certain to be found. 


They said, ‘‘ Put on your slippers, 
Come along, an’ hide away.” 

But I said I’d keep my shoes on 
Or I wouldn’t go an’ play. 


So they’ve gone to play without me. 
They can jus’ do what they choose. 
’Cos I had them new this morning 
I shall sit an’ wear my shoes. 
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On the Shore 


HE little waves come runnin’ in 
As if they want to catch me; 
And then they stop an’ make a noise 
Acos they couldn’t snatch me ; 
And then they turn an’ run away, 
An’ never get to where I stay. 


And then they meet some other waves 
An’ tell them me an’ Mother 
Are sittin’ here an’ watchin’ them 
An’ laughin’ with each other. 
Then, Mother says, they all turn round 
And rush towards us with a bound. 


But all of them are too afraid 
To come up to the beach here, 
In case they go an’ lose themselves 
Like one that tried to reach here. 
It fell into a hole near me, 
An’ can’t get back into the sea. 
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Blue Curtains 


LUE Curtains, 
Blue Curtains, 
You can’t get away, 
Though the wind rushes by an’ says, “ Do 
come and play !”’ 
You fling yourselves out, and you tug all your 
might— 
But the curtain rod’s got you an’ pulls you 
back tight : 
It’s no good you twisting, 
And twirling, 
And trying, 
And flapping an’ flying, 
There’s sun on the grass and the window is 
wide— 
What a shame you are tied ! 


Blue Curtains, 
Blue Curtains, 
The wind goes away, 

And then you come in and hang quiet and 

stay. 
Until all at once the wind comes back again 
An’ sweeps past the window an’ off up the 

lang... 
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And there you go—twisting, 
And twirling, 
And trying, 
And flapping an’ flying. 
I’m ever so sorry—it’s hurting you so— 
You're longing to go. 


Blue Curtains, 
I’m coming, 
I’m up on the sill. 
I must let you go—jus’ a minute—keep still. 
Ah! now you are loose! MHere’s the wind 
come to play... . 
He’s got you... you're flying away an’ 
away ; 
I watch you go twirling, 
And twisting, 
And curling, 
And waving an’ whirling. 
It’s lovely to see you out there when you’re 
free. 
How glad you must be! 


Blue Curtains, 
I’m leaning 
Out here inthe sun. ... 
But, oh, here is Jane who says, ‘“‘ What have 
you done ?”’ 
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I tell her it’s ’cos I was sorry for you— 
But she’s angry and can’t understand what 
I do. 
And so she goes flurry, 
And worry, 
And scurry, 
Downstairs in a hurry, 
To catch you and bring you indoors here 
again. 
Do fly down the lane! 


She’s coming, 
She’s coming, 
Oh, do get away ! 
Blue Curtains, don’t wait for a minute to play. 
Oh, dear! the wind’s stopped and you turn 
round and round, 
And slowly an’ slowly you float to the ground. 
It’s no good you twisting, 
And twirling, 
And trying, 
And flapping an’ flying. 
For Jane’s got you tight and is bringing you 
in— 
I knew she would win. 


Ambition 


HERE'S a little black doorway, and not 
any door, 
And you go down a passage with stones on 
the floor, 
And it’s ever so dark an’ the walls are so hard, 
And you turn round a corner and into a yard, 
An’ there’s steps that go down to the 
water. 


And out in the yard there’s a very old man 
Who’s painting a boat; an’ he says if he 
can— 
An’ when the boat’s finished—we’ll go out to 
sea 
And bring home a fish that is biggerern me: 
An’ we'll go down the steps to the water. 


I'd like to be old and be painting a boat, 
And have on some whiskers, an’ not wear a 


coat, 

And live down a passage; ’cos then I could 
play, 

And paddle, and climb up an’ down all the 
day 


On the steps that go down to the water, 
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Playin’ Music 


T evenin’ time, before the lights are lit, 
I often leave my toys and go an’ sit 
To hear while Mother’s playin’ ; 
The music makes me feel so quiet an’ still, 
I like to think an’ ’tend about it till 
I find out what it’s sayin’. 


And sometimes it will laugh an’ sing an’ jump, 
And make me want to swing my legs an’ 
thump. 
And sometimes it is sighin’, 
And Mother plays it sof’ an’ sad an’ slow, 
Because, she says, it does remind her so 
Of little child’en cryin’. 


And when I look up at the door I see 
There’s Daddy standing watchin’ her an’ me. 
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The Sunset Garden 


CAN see from the window a little brown 
house, 
And the garden goes up to the top of the hill. 
And the sun comes each day, 
And slips down away 
At the end of the garden an’ sleeps there . . . 
until 
The daylight comes climbing up over the hill. 


I do wish I lived in the little brown house, 
Then at night I’d go out to the garden, an’ 
creep 
Up ...up... thenI’d stop, 
An’ lean over the top, 
At the end of the garden, an’ so I could peep 
And see what the sun looks like when it’s 
asleep. 
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Tears 


F all the little child’en who are crying at 

this minute 

Could on’y see each other—they would all 
forget to cry. 

I think they’d see how many child’en’s tears 
the world has in it, 

And wonder there were handkerchiefs enough 
to make them dry. 
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Through the Prickle 
Hedge 


HILE all the grown-up people sat an’ 
talked upon the lawn, 

We scrambled through the prickle hedge—and 
one of us got torn— 

And out into the lane we went, an’ passed the 
willow tree, 

Aunt Matilda’s child’en, Mr Peter Dog, an’ 
me. 


We'd played about the garden all the kind of 
games we could, 

And so we went along the lane an’ down into 
the wood. 

But jus’ as we had got inside an’ one of us 
looked round— 

A little girl we didn’t know had followed us, 
we found. 


Her hair was black an’ straggly, an’ her dress 
was old and worn, 

And she on’y had one stocking on, and that 
was very torn. 
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And who she was, and where she came from, 
none of us could tell ; 

And when we stopped and stared at her, she 
stopped and stared as well. 


And one of Aunt Matilda’s child’en shouted : 
“ Hullo, kid!” 

But she never answered anything, but stood 
and stared, she did. 

And Aunt Matilda’s child’en said: “‘ Perhaps 
she is a witch ! 

Let’s make a fire and burn her, like they used 
to, in this ditch ! ” 


And they laughed and started picking sticks, 
an’ threw them in a pile, 

And kept on singing, ‘‘ Burn old Witch!” an 
shouting all the while. 

I whispered, “‘ Not a really fire? Of course 
it’s on’y play ?” 

But they shouted, “ Yes, a really fire! Don’t 
let her run away !”’ 


’ 


Then she pulled a nugly face at us, and said : 
“You'd better ’ad. 

My Mother is a Gipsy, and she’d be most 
awful mad, 
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And if I call, she’ll hear me—she lives inside 
this wood.” 

And all of us were still at once and looked at 
where she stood. 


Aunt Matilda’s child’en whispered: ‘‘ Let us 
run away. 

We mustn’t talk to Gipsies—they’ll steal you 
if you stay.” 

But the little girl was watchin’, and she said : 
“Oh, no, you won’t— 

Or else I'll call—now what you going to give 
me if I don’t ?” 


And all of us were quiet again. Then some- 
thing made a squeak— 

So we gave her someone’s brooch. An’ then. 
we heard the bushes creak— 

And so she took a coat, a hat, an’ Mr Peter’s 
collar. 

“And now,” she said, “ you mustn’t tell. 
You promise—or I'll ’ollar.”’ 


Then Aunt Matilda’s child’en cried: ‘ It isn’t 
fair a bit!” 

And snatched their things away an’ said: 
“Come on, let’s run for it,” 
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An’ all of us began to run as quickly as we 
could, 

And as we ran she started shouting, shouting 
through the wood. 


And some of us fell over—scrambled up, and 
on again— 

And the wood was full of creakings—but at 
last we found the lane. 

On’y some of us were cryin’, and we kept on 
looking round ; 

But the Gipsies didn’t follow, and we couldn’t 
hear a sound, 


Till nearly home—we heard the grown-ups 
talking on the lawn; 

So we scrambled through the prickle hedge— 
and two of us got torn— 

And out into the garden jus’ as quickly as 
could be, 

Aunt Matilda’s child’en, Mr Peter Dog, an’ 
me. 


Goblins’ Lanterns 


T’S dark outside—but I can see 
A big red glow beside the hill ; 
The man who makes the horses’ shoes 
Goes hammer, hammer, hammer still, 


And sparks fly out up in the air, 
And fall away into the night ; 

But as they’re falling, one by one 
They vanish, suddenly, from sight. 


I think there’s Goblins in the wood 

Must pass at night an’ catch each spark 
To put inside their lanterns when 

They’re hobblin’ homewards in the dark, 


Out-of-the-World 


HEN Mother is tired or worried or sad 
She slips away an’ down the garden 
Into a place of cool, green trees, 
Where always, she says, there’s a tiny 
breeze 
Whisperin’ up in the tree-tops. 
And always it makes her quiet and glad, 
And she sits an’ thinks, an’ she feels she’s 
somewhere 
Out of the World an’ looking on, 
Watching the things that are passing— 
and gone... . 


And she says she can see such a lot doesn’t 


maiter ; 
So she leaves all her worries there under 
a tree. 
And the things that do matter she puts in her 
heart, 
And comes back to the World and to 
Daddy an’ me. 
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Buttercup 


VE got a fairy in a box; 
I made her all myself. 
I always keep her safe away 
On Mother’s shelf. 


I thought of her an’ cut her out, 
But Mother sewed her up. 
An’ then I picked a name for her : 
It’s Buttercup. 


I mustn’t tell you what she’s like, 
She asked me not to say 
In case you tried to make her, if 
You knew the way. 


And then she’d not know which to be 
If there were two of her, you see. 


The Other One 


N the book that Daddy’s going to 
write 
He says there’s going to be 
Some funny little child’en, and 
There’s one as big as me. 
I’ve asked him all about the one, 
An’ what it’s going to do ; 
He says it’s got a bat an’ ball, 
Like mine, that’s painted blue. 


It isn’t quite as old as me, 
An’ isn’t quite as good, 

And never will say ‘‘ If you please,” 
As little child’en should ; 

It always cries at bedtime— 
And I on’y sometimes do ; 

And he thinks I am the bravest, 
An’ the most abeejent too. 


I ask him can it jump as high— 
An’ then I show him how ; 
He says perhaps it couldn't, 
An’ he thinks it’s bedtime 
now. 
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I'd like to ’tend it isn’t, but 
I’m goin’ up, you see, 

Or else he’ll say the other one 
Is betterer than me. 


@ KT-453-037 


